
;A SESSI
^ £ A ND Torchy." says Mr. Bol

/\ ert, her* Saturday noon a

/""% he's making an early gel
away for Harbor Hill

*"try once more to call up Garry Blis
He ought to be awake by mis um

Tell him he needn't come out unt

the 3:16 tomorrow unless he wants t

but that Mrs. Elltns is counting o

him for supper. And if he balks jus
mention that he's expected to escoi

Miss Bolton back to town Saturda
night." ^

"Sort of save her up, eh?" says
"I get you."

' So I did it that way. and whe
Carry finally answers the ring 1 rr

1 minds him that he's been asked ni

to the Robert Ellinses and hasn't si?
rutted yet whether he'll be there r

not. 1 could hear him yawn over tli
phone. He's the yawnin' kind. (Ian
Klias. I expect he thinks it's the clevt
ininK 10 uw.

"Oh. I say now," ho drawls. "Spen
Sunday In the suburbs: What
dreary idea! Why does Bob pick o

me?"
"It's past me. Oarry." says I. "Onl

that's the word he left. Wants yo
to show up in time for supper."
"Oh. bother:" protests Garry. "

A suppose they'll have a lot of thri
stupid commuting neighbors in, an

1 shall be bored stiff. Talk abou
life in Gopher Prairie! Why, tha
would be exciting compared to exist
ence in a New York suburb. O
course. Bob's a jolly sort, and a

that, but I really can't see how "

"Miss Bolton is to be there,"
breaks in.
"KhT' says he. "Sally Boltor

Now that is different. She will leave
the lump. I'm sure. All fight. Torch;
Tell 'em I'll be on band."

"Huh!" says I to myself as I hang
up.
For of all Mr. Robert's freak frienci

I think I care least for this bin
He's a fat artist, for one thing, an

what right has an artist to be fat
Coarse. Garry don't make a living b
his art. Painting them things h

turns out seems to be just a fad c

his, an excuse for leading the studi
life. Bet's see. what is it he call
himself.a Relativist. Not that any

a body knows what that is. I don
* believe Garry does himself, bui i v

heard him gas away about it to SI:
Jtobert, trying to explain why thre
yellow blobs in a pink tog stands fo
what some guy by the name of Bin
stein means when he writes a boot
Can you beat that?

Besides, Garry is such a poddi
pop-eyed. posey party: and he talk
in that Back Bay Bostoncsc ling
which always gets my goat when
hear it. Like he had a mouthful o

mush, you know. Plays himself fo
a he-vamp, too. As 1 remarks be
fore. Huh!
Which is why I was all for passir

v'up this Sunday evenin' supper part;
myself. We're generally asked, o

course. Tee and me, being such nea

neighbors. And sometimes Mrs. Bo'
collects interestin' people. But thei
again she's just as apt to have a lo
of nuts. Tou never can tell. It's he
way of keepin' in touch with the pro
fessional bunch she used to knot
when she was a concert singer.
"How about duckin' tonight?"

asked Vee.
"But I've said we would go." sav

Vee. "Besides, I rather want to mee
this Miss Bolton. They say she'
awfully clever! She came on fror
Denver and has made a great hit. yo'
know, as one of the Greenwich Villag
Players."
"Another-bobbed balr female who'l

wear a batik smock and drop cigar
,ette ashes in her soup. I expect.

. Ways I.
f "Well, so long as It isn't your sour
k twhat do yon care?" demands Vee

^ '''Besides. 1 haven't been out of thi
house for two days."
So we went. And I must say thi

crowd looked a lot tamer than usual
There were three or four couplet
from the Country Club set. who don'i
go in for anything wilder thar
bridge Orgies, jjr dihper -daneon. «i
Ouija board Mbkions. " Then ther.

* - + - .Aa__ M Ty
WU a OltCK-nwrru. punj-iairu nun

garian a lin'il' ~1lrnn<|TlT his cello
tTiuck Towne. tf»e magazine poet, ant
Garry Bliaa. Also this tall, gracefu
young lady with the big brown eyei
and all the brown hair.

"That's Miss Bolton." whispers Vee
"The one Garry is talking to si

earnestly."
"Well, well!" says I. "Nothini

freaky about her. ,-Kind of easy t<
look at. I'll sailR ^"

"Isn't she!" says Vee. "And Garr:
seems to agree with us."

"Oh. him." says I. "He'll be call
ins her Dearie in a minute. I won
der will be get away with it."

1 couldn't tell, for durin' supper
was at the other end of the tabl
from 'em. It was one of Mrs. Bob'
surprise suppers. Everything cooke.
in Spanish style.little nsh fried i:
paper bags. mcnra up «n

ham and tomatoes, and a salad ful
of green poppers. And. of course. Ill
Robert had shaken up a couple n

rounds for them that wasn't on th
wagon. Kind of stiff ones. I judget

k from the lively shatter that followec
Anyway, everybody seemed to b

gay and lively. All except Miss Bol
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ton. who had been expected to be th
life of the party. She Just Bite ther
fiuiet and dreamy-eyed. Finall
Carry, in that penetratin' drawl i

his. calls attention to the fact.
"Please, won't some one hriiiK Sail

Bolton out of her trance." says hi
"Really. I've talked myself hoarsi
and all to no effect."
"No wonder, then." says Sir. Roll

wrt. "You would put the spell e
silence on any one. Carry. Shall
have him tracked Miss Bolton'.'"
Then she shrugs her stunnii

shoulders and puts over that fascl
natin' smile of hers. "I'm sorry if
am more stupid than usual." say
she. "I hoped no one would nolle
it. As a matter of fact, though,
have been In something of a daa
ever since morning. I.I've ha
rather an odd experience."
"Attendez vousl Order in th

court!" sings out Garry, rappiri' o
a finger bowl with his coffee spool
"Miss Bolton Is going to give us
real thrill."
"Oh. bo"' sa>s she. pleadin'. "I ha

not intended to say a word about i
1.I don't know that 1 should "

"Why, Sallj protests Mrs. Rober
"Is thit fair to the <urioua rex? T*
me, at least, or else l shatl stay awal
half the night."

^ "And what about, the rest of us"
complains Garry. "Oh. come! Be kind
"But really." protest* Miss Boltoi

wr "jrou might apt thipL it- worlh wlul
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r "\OT YOtf SAYS SHI

>' It was nothing more than a package
y which came by express."f "Not a bomb, I hope'.""- says Mr.
i" Robert.
b "I trust not." says she. "I hadn't
n thought of that. You see, I haven't
t opened it as yet."
r "What remarkable self-restraint 1"
- says Garry. Why haven't you, may 1
r ask?"

"I.I didn't dare." says Sally. "And
I now I suppose I must tell you somethingabout it. Well, then, this was.
S I presume you would call it an ante1mortem legacy. Anyway, it was sent
5 by my Uncle Cyrus, who is still livning. At least, he was when he sent
u the package. And I may as well conefess that he is an eccentric old man

Always has been. I hadn't heard
1 from him before for years. The last

I knew of him he had gone out to
California to join a colony of theoaophists."

"Oh. yea," breaks in Garry. "At
'' Point Lomar

"That was the place. I believe."
aays Sally. "And he took all his
money with him. which was a bitter
blow to my family. I have heard

t them discuss it. They were much
, disappointed. And that is one reason
. Wfcy, J oune tq_ New Jork. and tried
, to be an actress.'

"Tried"' says Garry. "Oh, 1 say!"
"Thank you." aays Sally. "But (

didn't mean to go into all that. I Had
I almost forgotten that I had an Uncle
, Cyrus, when this mysterious box arrived.andthe letter. Perhaps you

will understand better if I read it.
a May IT'

- The ayes seemed to be unanimous.
? so Miss Bolton fishes this square.
0 purple lined envelope out of her mesh

bag. "There is neither date nor placs
y indicated." says she. "but it is postmarkedfrom Cody, Wyo. And here
- is what It says:

"My Dear Niece: I am leaving man
and the haunts of man.forever. I am

1 going up into the mountains to be
e alone.until the deliverance. As you
s know. I am the seventh Cyrus, and
d the last. You are the seventh Sally
n

KNOW WHAT YOtT ARB ASKINCi.

e Bolton. So I am sendin? to you now
e all that 1 have which is worth send>-In*. And that ist^-Kl Kut. I hav<
if called it The Purple Bubble. How il

came to Be mine is too ion* a story
y but for nine years It has been in my
». possession. This much, however, yoi

should know. Many generations agt
K1 Kut was owned by Sheik llderTm

i- who ruled over more desert tribes Ir
>f Arabia than any other inan of hi)
I day. He ruled wisely and well, and

the secret of hia wisdom and strength
1' was Kl Kut. You will find it in th«
I- box of wild ass" skin. Whether 01
I not it will be of use to you depends
s w holly on the development of youi
:e | psychic sense. Being the seven
I, Sally you should be a psychic. Per:ehaps you are not aware that you art
d one, or it may be that environment

h«s dulled your spirit. You will know
e when the time comes to make thi
n test. But beware! Do not call oi
a. Ill Kut until you are old enough ant
a wise enough to use his power. Th<

I method Is simple. Cover your heat
id | with the green veil in which El Ku
t. | is wrapped, then look with fear anr

j reverence into The Purple Bubble. K
t. Kui will reveal to you the aecre
il thoughts of any person you may cai

to mind If this be a gift or a cursi
1 do not know. To ine it Iwis b*«n.
Well, that does not matter. I am at
old man, and weary. Bot guard E

n, Kut as you would a rare jewel. Sei
e. that it soon wherever you go. Ant

a
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B. "DOXT TOUCH ME!"

before you look into his purple de]
be sure that you are wise enough
strong enough to bear what you
see.

"Farewell.
"The Seventh Cyrus to th

"Seventh Sa
"There! You see?"
At which Miss Bolton folds the

ter and stares vague across the t
at nobody in particular. She's s

^ swell reader. I'll say. Cot a v
like Julia Marlowe's at her best,
of the kind that sort of tingles 3
spine and makes you feel almos
if somebody had been playin'
violin in the next room.
For a minute or so nobody sa;

word, but just gawps at her a

they'd all been hypnotized. Gi
Bliss is the tirst to break the s]
you might know.
"Weird! Absolutely!" . pays

"What a rummy old codger. HI I
eh? Perfectly bully! But I
Sally, what did you do with
thing-!"'
"Why. I brought it with me," 1

Miss Bolton.
"Good work!" says Garry. "L

try it out. Kb. what?"
"Oh!" says she. iookin' start

"Oh, no!" " *

"Oh. please. Sally!" puts in 1
Robert. 'It would be such
Where is it?"
"Why. I left it upstairs;" I

Sally. "I wrapped it in my fur c

Of course. I was silly to bring it.
the letter said, you know, tha
wasn't to so anywhere without
Yes. 1 know I'm absurd. But I
you how queerly I had felt since
package came. I'll get u#ed ,to I

, time, I suppose. But just nowshespreads out her hands and trie
II smile.

"I know." says Mr. Robert. "

thing has gotten on your nerves,
the only way to get it oil is to c
the box and see what's inside. 1
haps the old boy was just' tryfnj
put one over on you. Come 0
You're too sensible to take any si

ff
0

1.nt SEEN ESOFGH."

r in this mystic stuff. Here you
among friends and all that sort

- thing. Why not tackle the tlt now?"
"1.I almost wish I dared," i

' she.
' "Of course you do," insists

Robert. "Torchy, run up and get
J package for Miss Bolton."

"No. no!" she protests.
"Oh. do be sensible." says ]

( Robert. "You're not afraid of s
, trinket that a crazy old uncle
r sent you. Come, are you?"
, "Why. no-o-o," says Miss Bol
- dragsy.
t "All right, then, Torchy," saysRobert, givln' me the nod.
> I must say, though, that after
t this spooky talk, and hearin' her i

that nutty letter so Impressive. I
. kind of creepy when 1 unrolled
i express package from her fur c
1 Or maybe I just Imagined I did.
, commonplace enough looktn' on
I outside, except that the addres
t written in purple ink and the tt
( wranolnci are fastened with hi*
] of stalin' wax. 1 lugs it down
t puts It on the table in front of 1
I Bolton.
e "Shall I unbutton it?' I asks.
- durln' my pocket knife.
1 She shudders almost as if I Wt
I dentist standin' over her with a
* of shiny plieVs, but finally she
1 tioas me to go ahead.
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And when I'd cut the strings and
iHKt'ii on me noavv wrappin paper
and undone the cardboard carton
what is revealed la more or less of a
curio. The box is about ten inches
square, and it is covered with some
kind of skin with the hair worn oil
in spots and studded with big-headec
brass tacks. It's an antique, all right
There's a crude sort of brass handle
on the top and a trick catch for the
cover that it takes us a minute or sc
to puzzle out.
"Now," says Garry, when we've

worked the top loose, "let's see thii
El Kut thing."
But first Miss Bolton has to pul

out a layer or two of w^y t lookec
. like olel curled hair. It smells at
musty as it looks. Then ctimes thii

pths round thing wrapped in a faded greet
and vel1 that ain't any too clean. She
may unwinds that slow and careful anc

the next thing we know she's hold
ing up The Purble Bubble. I'ncli

p Cyrus was a good describer, foi
ll.v." that's what it was. Something lik<

an oversized Christmas tree decora
tion. Only it don't seem to be jus

c, ordinary glass. You could almosi
am° through it. and yet you couldn'
ome quite. And it's a gorgeous shadt
0lce of purple. Kind of had the crowt
one gaspin' as the light from the tabli
.our candles caught it.
I 21S
the Kut!" says Miss Bolton, solemn

"How curious!" says Garry. "Anc
,s . just fancy.it might be a piece o;

p jf Tyrian ware, hundreds of years old.'
' "Its age is more than a thousand,'* says Miss Bolton.
pen, "Why, .Sa i 1 v. how can you tell?'

asks Mrs. Robert,
he. ,.j (jorTt. know." says she, "but

Kut. am sure."
say, "ah right." says Mr. Robert.
the get on with the test. What do w<

do next?"
lays Either Sally Bolton is as good at

actress as they say she is. or thii
<et's bubble affair was beginnln' to put the

spell on her.
led. 'W-s-s-sh!" says she, never takinf
C her eyes off it. "Reverence for El Kut
Mrs. Do not speak, please. And there ii
fun. too much ligbt, too much."

"Just a moment." says Mrs. Rob
lays ert. jumpin' up and punchin' out th<
oat dome switch. "There!"
but "Better." sayB Miss Bolton. "Now

lt i two candles here, before me. Yoi
- may blow out the others, lt is now

told as was in the tent of Ilderitn. K
,hp Kut. I am ready. T am prepared t<

« in see what mav be shown to me."
" With that she spreads tiie old vel

, ever her head, covers the purpli
bubble witi. it. and rests her elbow:
on the 'able as If she was waitin

T"® watchJOl- Ma>\>e you don't think i
Anfl was /eird. ihero In that big dim din
>pen in- ^0om. with h\r head wrapped u]

ih/.t way and all l\e rest of us holdin
; to r/ir breath and st.Vtchin' our necks

"riven Mr. Robert, who's about ai
lock stodgy a party as you could dig up. 1:

starin' earnest. As f>\r me. I begui
wonderin' if there way anything t<
I his thought readin' stu\t. Could sin
see in that glass globe wVat was goin
on inside our heads? IVne. for in
stance? Gosh! And wouid she star
tellin' it all. sight out liftd? Wha
was I thinkin' of. anyway? And how
would It sound if it was reported ac
curate?
But we waits and waits and noth

ing happens. You could hear follci
breathin' heavy, and now and thei
lettln' out a deep sigh. One or twi
wiggled in their chairs. Vee got i
little nervous and was bitin' her fin
ger nails. As for Garry Bliss, he":
gazin' steady ai Miss Bolton with hii
pop eyes, his thick undellp twitch
in' like a rabbits nose. All any o
us could see of her. though, was he
shoulders. They were still and stead;
at first, but later on they begun llftin

1 and droppin' as if her breath wi;

\ coming deep and jerky.
\ I ean't say whether thAt went 01
jA for five minutes or fifteen. It seeme<

[£» a long time. Twice Mrs. Robert ha<
If J to shoo out a maid who came buttin
J in. Some of the women grot fidgety

One had to smother her giggles in »

napkin. Another took up snirtin'
* The end of my nose started to itch.
S Then all of a sudden Miss Boltot

lets out something that's half waj
between a sob and a groan, snatchei
off the veil, pushes the purple bubbh
away from her toward the middle ol
the table, and drops her face into hei
folded arms.

"Why. Sally*" says Mrs. Robert
"Whatever is the matter?"
Hut she gets nothing out of Misi

BinHon except jerky shoulder motions.
"Tell us," insists Mr, Itobert. "dit

.did you see anything? Could yot
read any one's thoughts?"
"Oh. don't!" moans Miss Bolton

"Please don't ask me."
"But see here," says Mr. Robert

"that's what we been waiting for
How are we going to know whethei
you did or not?'
"How?" says she, liftin' ber hca<

and starln* about wild. "How can yoi
ask?'
"Then you did read some of oui

thoughts."-says Garry Bliss. "Whose?1
ar?i "And what were they?" adds Mrs
t of Robert.
ling "Ugh!" says Miss Bolton. "You.yoidon't know what you are asking. I.
says j-vc seen enough. Too much. Am

for fear I might be tempted to loolMr. again "

the Hhe stops, shudders, and the nex
thing we knew she has grabbed th<
purple bubble, shbved back her chairMrs. stepped over to the fireplace am

ome smMhed El Kut Into a thousani
pieces on the hearth. While all wi
can do is gasp,ton, -There!" says #he. "That toy o

M Satan is finished. I hope. And nov
I.please, may I stay here all night

aIj I can't talk to any one. 1.I'm feeling
read rather faint."
felt She looked it. In fact. If Mr. Roher
this hadn't jumped and caught her
:oat. don't know but she'd have slumped 01
It's the floor. Garry Bliss tried to helpthe too, but she pushed him away,

s is "Not you!" says she. "Don't touCl
me!"

'and *®° *®r" ^°',ert antj Vee helped lie:
m., out of the dinin' room and nnstalrv

"By Jove:" says Garry. "That wai
_ro_ weird enough, eh?"
j "Say." I whispers, nudgin' him
^ . "you wasn't bored as much as yoi
pair expected, were you?"
mo* Somehow the party seems to breal

up -coon after that. Nobody wantec

[THE RAMB
ABOUT

The Little Book
Written by David
Baillie Warden and
Printed in Paris in

1816.Occupants of
the Island a HundredYears Ago.
Concerning Old
Ferry Lines. A
Famous Picnic
Ground.
THIS is still the story of AnalostanIsland. The Rambler regretsthat he has not the time

to hunt out that ancestral
home of yours which, during the
American revolution, or in some other
remote age, stood embowered in a

grove on a tract of 10.000 acres that
was a royal warrant from King
Charles to the great-great-grandfatherof your grandfather. That will
come, and then you can cut the article
from the paper and send it to those

| friends who smiled when you told
them you were of noble blood.
Some of you yawn as you learn

from the headlines that this "ramble"
also treats of Analostan Island. 1'cr*haps you are saying:: "Pshaw! He
wrote about that last Sunday." or "I

[ wish he'd change his tune, because
I I'm tired of Analostan Island." Well.
.

the Rambler has nothing to do with
; the selection of your reading matter.
The whole Sunday paper is before you.

> I do not mean to quarrel with you.
Th" Rambler wants to give you

% history that will stand the acid test
s whatever kind of a test that is.becausehe feels that a good deal of
1 history that has been handed out to
I you is not so and never was. He has
* taken the trouble to go to the land
$ records and other records for inforimation about Analostan Island be>cause it was the only way to get
i the information. Analostan Island

has been lying under your eyes since
* they were opened. You have, seen
r the island every day and you went
5 over there on a Sunday school picnic
when Tony Rodier ran it as a pleasture place, and you went over there

t to a foot race or a base ball game
L when the island was under lease to
i the Columbia Athletic Club, yet it
1 may be that all you know about the
> island could be written in a paratgraph, and most of that would bo

wrong.
j * * * *

f If you were talking with a man

. and the subject of Analostan Island
came up. you would say, with a con'siderable show of confidence. "Oh.

j yes! I know all about the island:
I have lived here all my life, and I

* used to go over there on picnics."
» Then, if you were called on to write

an essay on the island, that essay
i would be like this.or as this.
» which is it?
3 "There, like a green emerald nestlingupon the placid bosom of the
^ watery Potomac, sleeping all untroubledby the traffic thunders of Wat^r
4 street.all unruffled b;- the" trucks

that shake and quake the bridge.
there, gentle reader, lies the fair

i island gem of Analostan. There, in
bygone days that are no more, when

i sunsets were more golden and Runa
i a silverier silver ttan in these drab

t HH^^^Qa^^3fcl|^HE3^^Bfl
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! years.'when girls wore curls and
( blushed a blush behind a fHii if you
- said there was a {rood show- at the

Continue, or a square piano has four
legs. Ah! my friends, then chivalry
and beauty, with a snuffbox in many
a pocket, tripped the light fantastic

1 toe to the. merry measures of the
stately minuet.and. bending low, he
pressed his lips upon her hand! That

I way marched Hraddock; there was

i Washington's headquarters; there
was L«afayette received, and the
bricks were brought from England!"
Splendid, but a little shy on meat.

When was the mansion built, when
' did It burn down, who built it, who
was the builder's wife, how many

r children did they have, what were

their names, what became of them
1 and what of their descendants? To
i that your answer would perhaps be

something like this;
r "Well, you know, those are small

'A * .* «-*- T V* n n/tt pAn".
'details wun, wniun * »«».o .w.

cerned myself. I; have confined my
researches to the salient point*; but
If you want all those unimportant

J things to help fill up the paper, why
I can tell you a man.who is ninety

1 years old and remembers nothing.
c who no doubt can tell you*all about

it. T understand he used to Bit on

t the old causeway and fish."
8 l^ast week the Rambler told you of

a little old book written by DaVid
j Bailie Warden, printed tfct Paris' in
i 1816. and entitled "A Chorographloal
. and Statistical History of the District
" of Columbia, the Seat of the General
. Government of the Unifed States. With

Kncraved Plans of the District and
\ View of the Capitol." Does that word

"chorofrraphlc" stun you? It Is comc
| to stay and tnlk It over. Maybe they

didn't know what to aay. As for V>e
' and me, we didn't swap a word until
' after wc got home.

Then she asks: "What do you think.
1 Torchy?""Eh?" says I.
r "About El Kut?" says Vee

"Huh!" says I. "Things like that 1
3 simply pass up. Might have been all

a fake, or it might not. But aay, I
don't need any glass ball and green

' veil to guess that some folks have
minds that need chloride of lime on

f "em."
(Oopyriiht, 1921, by 8ewrtt Fort.J
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pounueu or two (ireek words, kotos.
country, and "graphien." write, and is
sot forth as meaning the systematic
description of the natural features of
a- particular region, and especially
the identification of places mentioned
by ancient w riters.

I>ast week the Rambler told that
the little book, with the big title, was
on his table. It is still here. Mr.
Warden was entertained by Mrs. (""lis-
tis, evidently Mrs. Custis Arling-
ton. w as introduced by her to many of
her relatives and friends and in his
dedication chapter he says that she
was even pleased to accompany him
on some of his excursions.meaning
excursions to interesting places in the
District. That Mr. Warden thought
well of the lady is indicated l»y this
rather flourishing conclusion to his
dedicatory note: "Accept, madam, the
homage, esteem and respect of your
truly devoted I). B Warden."

* * * *

Among the places visited by Mr
Warden was Analostan Island and
there li«. was entertained by <Ien. and

*' ^ JL Hi t

Mrs. John Mason. The Rambler, in orjder to fcive jrrace and tone to his
"ramble," will here present Mr. Wardenand let him speak as follows:

Analostnn Island, the seat of George Mason.
i« situated in the Potomac River opposite
Georgetown. and contains nearly seventy acres.
A flat boat of i?ude construction. awkardly
impelled by an oar placed near each estienitjr,
affords a safe conveyanW* between the inland
and the mainland, a distance of 20O yards.
The pnrfit* of this ferry yre rented by <len.
Mason for the suui of $7<K> a year Before
the erection of the Potoinae bridge it yielded
more than donble this amount. On one side
the island i« now connected with the mainlandbv an artificial mound or causeway which
was raised at the *>\peris" of the government
for the purpose of stopping the current on this
side of the island and thereby increasing the
depth of the water in The Georgetown channel.
This current in 17S4 was considerably deepenedby the pa>sage of an immense quantity
of ice that for«-*-d itself down after a sudden
thaw und carried with it large masses of
muddy bottom. The Georgetown channel has
l»eeu but little deepened by the erection of
this caus"way Mr. t'ustis proposed to open a

passage for vessels by means of flood gates:
lie Observed that there were formerly from
fifteen to twenty six feet of water in this
channel. Near the close «»f the year 1*10 it
was proponed to confine the current by uiechatfiralmeans and to remove the soft tKHtom
by in .-Tensing the velocity of the water. For
this purpose the corporation of tleorgetown
entered into a contract with the proprietor
of thi* plan, engaging to pay the sum of
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!' $*.000 for its execution with the irnarantee of
its duration for the space of two year*. If
at the expiration of tliia time there remained
fifteen feet depth of water from the llastern
branch to (ieorjfetown they were to receive
an additional Him of $-.000; otherwise to expendfrom their own fund*, fbr other neceaaaryla bora, u »um not exceeding $3,000.
Mr. Warden wrote that Analostan

Island seemed to him to be of modernformation and said that in
Hfari'nfi'K lur waicr a initaa ui ircro

was discovered at a depth of fifteen
feet; Oen, Mason instructed a workman.Bryan Duffy, to cut through
them. After having removed several

, trees of large dimensions. Duffy,- accordingto Warden, ^'throve aside
his axe. swearing that he met huge
ones with their tops upwards." He
says that trees burled at a depth of
twenty-five and thirty feet had been

; found at several places on the island.
The highest eminence, on which the
house Stands, according to Mr. Warden.is fitly feet above the level of
the river and the common tide rises
to a height of three feet.

; Here the Rambler will turn over
his typewriter to Mr. Warden and he
asks his readers please to give particularattention and loud applause
to the compliment-which Mr. Warden

; pays to Mrs. Mason! Flatterers who
have no regard for truth often say
,the same thing today. Mr. Warden:

I on. never forget bow delighted 1 w«
With inT lint visit to thin island. The

! amiable ladies whom I had the pleasure to

accompany left their carriage at Georgetown
*ud 1 walked to the mansion house under
a delicious shade. The blossoms of the
cherry, apple and peach trees, of the hawthornand aromatic shrubs filled the air with
fragrance. We found Mrs. Mason at home
in the inidai of her family composed of nine
children. Twin boys of.a healthy mien and
so like each other as scarcely to be distinguishablewere tumbling on the carpet of
the saloon, full of joy and merriment. Mr*.
Mason lies sj youthful an appearance that a

J stranger might readily suppose her to be the
f Mint or nf h«»p daughter rather than her mother. I

If there were nine children, and if a
stranger might readily suppose Mrs.
Mason to be the sister of her daughter.there were eight boys in the family.One of these was James M. Msson.ode-time United States senator
from Virginia and Confederate commissionerto England. He lived and
died at his home, called Clarens. near
the Virginia Episcopal Theological
bemlnary, about three miles west of
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Alexandria. One need not doubt tha
\lrs Mason blushed and made a ourt
Hey when David B. Warden told ho
that she was so youthful in appear
anoe "that a stranger might readl;
suppose her to be the sister of lu
daughter rather than her mother
Ah! Dave, that was a tine speed
t h«.- n hut "« n 1H «a111fT now. eVeI

though mothers fall for it just as the;
did a hundred years ago!

* * * *
The Rambler will here sidetrack Mr

Warden's little hook for a few mo

nicnts to tell something; about old
time ferry boats. You read a fev
lines above, though you have proba
bly forgot it already, that Mr Wardei
says h« was ferried over in a flat boa
of rude construction, "awkwardly im
pclb'd by aii oar placed at each ex

tremity." That is not quite clear t'
the Rambler, but some centenarian
among his readers may understand il
How conld a boat be impelled, evei

awkwardly, by an oar at each ex

tremity? With an oar at the stern
could be "sculled" over, but wha

M | HH i ifljHp
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[could h man do with the oar at tt
other extremity?
In a "ramble" written about t<

years ago the subject of the Eaaiei
Branch ferry was discussed. It w;

written that "as you cross the Pent
sylvania Avenue bridge you will si

here and there at low tide a rottin
slimy pile. You may see several
them in a ragged line at varying dl

eli flthae ad Llv t hr
id BCCB uuui.rrmi.I LIHI».

aid jou can trace a line from tl

foot of Kentucky avenue to a place c

the opposite shore at the foot of Na
lor's road. Those piles mark the si

of a toll bridge authorised and buii
in 1795. and partially burned by tl
Americans in August. 1814. when
was believed that the British invade
would cross the Kastern branch
that point. It was restored by tl
toll company owning it and was s

I on fire by sparks from a steambo
fit is believed the llandyi in t

early forties and was not rebuilt. T
competition of another bridge low
down the stream had sapped i
trade." That later bridge was tl
Navy Yard bridge, which was a t<

j bridge built in 1820 by the Navy Ya
I Bridge Company, incorporated by i

net of Congress. approved h
President Madison, February 2S. 1S1
The Eastern Branch ferry was b«
tween the sites of these bridges. 1
the earliest mention of this ferr
which the Rambler has found it wa

called Wheeler's ferry and then Dyer
ferry; L«a'ter it was called Naylor an

Talbert's ferry. Naylor bought Ta
bert's interest and for many years
was known as'Naylor's ferry.- Puk
de la Itochefoucault-Liancourt, writin
in 1797 of his travels through th
United States in the years. 1795, 179
and 1797. made the following obset
vations on the .Eastern Branch ferrj
The country from Upper Marlborough to tl

Eastern branch rises successively. mm t)
to"|wi of the mountains which l*>rder the lias
em branch the river Potowmack is ween fi
beyond Georgetown and as far as Alexandra
The Kaatern branch is, also seen in its coun
for five or si* miles andr in short there is
pfoapect of the whole site of the- new cit:
the public and private huildings of which ma

be distinguished as they rise: this view
sublime and beautiful, but sufficiently confine
by the heights beyoud the Potowmack to ei

able tire eye to efnbraoe the "rarfou* objecta <
it without, being lost in Its immensity.
The Eastern branch is paused in a toterabl

gopd boat, a lit tie too fiat and a good de;
too small for the quantity of horaos which ai

taken into it. I passed in tHis'boat with te
horses and a carriage and was nneasy until
arrived at the other side. After haying, croese
it you enter the federal city, that is to saj
its site, for at presen! there are only a fei
houses to be seen in this capital of the Unite
States. In thia metropolis of'North America.

There you pught to get a little pic
ture, somewhat dim., perhaps, of',
large scow which served as the ferr
boat. In & paper bf Allen C. Clark
president of the Columbia Histories
Society, read before that society Aprj
14, 1908. on "The Abraham Tounj
Mansion," it ie written that:
The Eastern branch ferry had its what

where is the intersection-of 14th .street hu

Virginia avedue. From it radiated weoterl
~""I *a Canpcrfihiurn (ha r...I *

T'pper Marlboro, and northerly the road t
ltlurieusborie. Aquila Wheeler was tin' ferrj
man. Tliia advertisement appears in rh
Washington Gazette: "To be rented to tli
highest bidder on Saturday, the 15th instant, b
ibe Trustees of the.Hstate of Aquila Wheelei
that well known Ferry and Fishing Landtii
with the Tenements belonging thereto, on th
lUstern branch, now in poeaesaion of Mr. Vet
able." The advertisement was signed b
James Wallace and R. AnOenon and Hate
April 4, UK.
The National lotoUiconoar.. in Jul;

l&OLr-carried an advertisemeet- Uta

I 'A* > <. sSsij

) STORY
TS PEOPLE
i ('apt. John I.. Nay lor offers for sala

"an anoellcnt scow 3s foot lonyj by II
r fret wide and lined throucliout with
- 1>,-inch plypk which possible pur.chasers may inspect at liver's ferry "

r That was no doubt ohe of the ferry*
boats

1 * * *

B!11 > Manogue told the Rambler *

tow days ftco about one of thr Anailostan Island ferry boats. He said:

_
"Some years prior to the civil war

Analostan Island became a popular
picnic resort, which was conducted

p und»*r the management of a well
known restaurateur of ante-bellum

n days in < leorgotow n, named Tony
Poor. Poor for many years prior to

the civil war conducted a famous r« >-taurani on what was then known as
Niagara street. a short ,-:r « t b.-t worn

o 31st street and .lefferson avenue. and
h fronting: on the Chesapeake ami Ohio

anal. Tony Poor's pla»was as celc(ihratcd in those days as w a* the fa
mous Hancock restaurant on Vennt'svlvania avenue, and nightly was fr«

t|quente<t hy the most prominent men

;
'

> */.. \ *'! <
*
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elof the D'mrict. Poor's inanagomrnt
Of the island made it a popular resort,

n end nightly there would gather the
n young people of Georgetown and
IS Washington and spend hours in danc.

ing the iiuadrille. lancers and Virginiareel. The gay pirniekers would
reach the island by way of High
street wharf, now- the foot of Wisconsinavenue, and there embark on a

" large flat scow, which was operatedif (by means of a pulley rope, fastened
te to a large pole on the island and a
n similar pole on the Georgetown side.
._ and navigators would pull the pleas'

ure seekers acrosa he >T,..anP ,.f Ihi.
"" rope."

Well, friends, let us pet hack to Da1""j rid Baillie Warden before the whistleit blows. He stud of the Mason home,
rs which from rts foundation and restmaining wails seems to have been a
te very large and costly structure, that
et I "the house, of a simple and neat form.
at j is situated near that side uf the isilandwhich eorhma-nds a view of the.

Potomac. chrt. President's House.
I Capitol and other buildings. The
j garden. the aides of which areIs washed by the waters of the river.ie is ornamented with a variety of'11 trees and shrubs, in the midst ofrd which there is a lawn covered with

tn beautiful verdure." He tells that in
July, 1S11, Mrs. Mason "gave a rural
dance to the friends and acquaintancesof her pqn at the eve of his
departure for France. Though the
weather had been extremely warm
during the day. in the evening thers
was a delicious breeze. The young
people danced on the lawn. Tea,
coffee, cakes, fresh and preserved
fruits were presented to the guests,
who sat or walked about, conversing
or silently admiring the dancing underthe shad.* of the trees, illuminatedby lamps Whft'h Were half obscured1.y> live bright light of the
moon. The. summer House is shaded
by oak and linden trees, the coolness
and tranquillity of which invite to
contemplation. The refreshing breezes
of the Potorpac. the gentle fnurmuringof its waters against the rocks,
the warbling of birds and the mournfulaspect of weeping willows inspire
a thousand various sensations. What
a delicious shade.ducere solicitae
jucunda obtivta vitae!"
As the Rambler reads that eloquent

and'classic outburst, he thinks Dave
meant to say. "Ob, sweet shade of
trees, that-leadeth one to joyous foraetfulnessof life!" You know, it was
an old-time custom to throw in a
hunch of j.atin in a discourse or a
letter. It Is a'habit which men haVs
not outgTOWji. Two words of Ratin.
satis eioquentlae. sapientiae parum.
will floor an ordinary man. There
was a lime when, if a fellow know
two I.atin phrases, and knew them
wronr, and had nevpr learned anythingelse, the crowd at the village
store or cross-road post office made
way for htm. and maintained respectfulsilence. He could talk T«atin,
therefore he was a learned man! That
superstition has r.ot altogether passed
away. Wsto quod esse videris! And
s*tis superque! Vale!
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"s might shudder to impose upon ani<1nialfc. as they were' not permitted.I? to land.
'e It Is a message of gratitude I bring
p back to the American women who ,

e labored so conscientiously on the Bed
!® f*rpss baby layettes. These have been

blessings indeed to the poor, stricken
lp mothers. They Have been provided in .

it large numbers not only to hospitals
t- in such cities as Vienna and Buda'rpestf where they have proved indie*^ pensable. but to tbe Russian refogpe,
a In the sunny square at Ragusa, which
f. Is. like a bit of Venice, I met a Redj* Cross nurse with a quantity of these
,,i fresh pink and blue flannel garments
i- in her arms. She Was carrying tbessT to the bedsides of two Russian refu-
f geed They had nothing with them
,1 and Yio money with which to buy ma>
* terials. What a tboon and oomfort? they must hav^ ornvmi tn K»i
^ The heed for qualified nurses to
r> meet the widening field of nursing
k activities-far exceeds the supply. Dur4hjg the past few months the AmericanNurses' Association, the National
- Uepgue.gif Nursing Education and the.
a National Organisation for Ptiblisy Health Nursing, with the oo-operation

and-1 assistance of She Amertehn Bed! Cross have been concerned in or- <^ gantzing a movement to Interest5 young women in entering schools of >

nursing, and hand In hand with. this.f making an effort to increase general <
d knowledge on the part of the publlo 1y in schools of nnntlne and eh« *nti. 1
o ject of nursing generally. While

America 1s in great need. of nurses, !
* the Red Cross In ltl publio health ,

j nursing service uses-between twelve
r. and, fourteen hundred alone. The Eu«
t ropean countries are calling upon the <
* nurSing profession of America to asjsist in various ways. The opportune <

d Ges in nursing are vitally Interesting ,
and should attract the very highest j

t t-yp^ young women toenler the j

im..- of


